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September [783 
World Piece Tour 


"What are you doing?" 

"Trying to sleep." 

Davey reached over and lifted Adrian's eyelid. "Is it working?" 
Adrian slapped his hand. "Arsehole. Go bother someone else." 


"I tried to bother Nicko, but he told me if | didn't leave him alone he'd hurt me." 


"So go bother Bruce." 

"| tried but he told me he'd hurt me too." 

"So go bother..nevermind, don't go bother Harry." 

Davey sighed, leaning his head on H's shoulder. "I don't want to sleep. Let's play cards or something," 
"Cards?" 

"Yeah, come on, you can win all my money." 

Adrian snorted but got up to follow Davey to the table. "You don't have any fucking money." 
"Nicko!" 

Nicko opened one eye. "What?" 

"Come on, come play poker with me and Davey." 

"You aren't gonna let me sleep if | say no are you?" 

Adrian shook his head. "No." 

Nicko sighed. "Right then, l'm comin" 

"Bruce!" 

"What!" 

Davey leaned over the back of his seat, grinning down into the upturned face. "Come play poker" 
Bruce groaned. "I don't think so, Davey." 

Davey sighed. "Harry said you wouldn't" 

"What?" 

"He said you're too tight.” 

Bruce slammed his book shut. "I'm in!" 


Davey snickered. 


"Harry, feel up to a bit of cards?" 

Steve shook his head. "Sorry Ade, I'm working on some fings." 

Adrian scratched his chin. "Right." Turning away, he sighed. "Bruce was right... 

"Wot? Bruce was right about wot?" 

Adrian shrugged. "He said you wouldn't play. Too busy to bother with us." 

Steve cursed and closed his journal. "He finks so? Well then, let's take all ‘is money.” 

Taking care to place Steve and Bruce on opposite sides of the table, Adrian began exchanging chips for money 
while Davey shuffled the cards, keeping an eye on the silent stare between the men across from each other. 
The game being dealer's choice, Davey made his pick and dealt the cards. The first few hands were played in 
relative silence, occasional curses or groans when a sure hand was no longer sure once they were revealed, 
good natured teasing about stacking the deck and hiding aces up sleeves. 

Even Nicko was noticing another game going on at the table; Bruce and Steve seemed determined to better 
each other with every hand. They had done fairly well, both of them winning close to the same amount, when 


the whole thing started downhill 


Adrian had dealt; the game was five card draw, nothing wild. Bruce had bet first, with Steve raising him, Bruce 
quickly raising again, Steve grinding his teeth and calling, the two still eyeballing each other. 


Bruce took two cards. 

Steve took one. 

The rest folded. 

Bruce raised. 

Steve raised. 

Bruce glared and raised again 

Steve rolled his eyes and added more. 
Bruce shoved his whole pile of chips in 


So did Steve. 


Davey, Adrian and Nicko watched with open mouths. 
Bruce spread his cards on the table. 

Full house. Jacks over fives. 

The three observers whistled and nodded. 

Bruce grinned, a very smug grin at that. 

Steve smirked. 

And placed his cards down one by one. 

Ten. Ten. Ten. Queen. 

Bruce slapped the table, laughing. 

Then Steve laid his last card down 

Ten, 

Bruce stared at the card, the grin fading. 

Steve didn't say a word, he just raked in the pile. 
"Bloody..." 

" hell." 

"Well! That was a short game!" Nicko clapped his hands together. "What's next, boy and girls?" 
"You cheated!" 

Steve snorted. "Right, Bruce, ‘ow the fuck could | cheat?" 
| don't know but you did." 


Steve sighed, stacking the chips into neat piles. "Ade shuffled and dealt the cards. All | did was pick them up. 
Yer just pissed cause you lost." 


"He's right, Bruce. Odds of you getting a full house and him getting four tens with no wild cards have got to be 


pretty high" 

Bruce held out his arms, palms up. "There you go! What are the odds?" 
"There's no way in ‘ell | could cheat, Bruce!" 

"Right, Harry! And you just happened to pull that fourth ten on the draw?" 
"No, | ‘ad the four tens! | pulled the queen on the last draw!" 


"Why did you bother? Is there a fifth ten in there somewhere?" Bruce snatched the cards up and flipped them 


to lie face up, spreading them over the table. 
"Stop bein’ such a bleedin’ baby! You lost. Just the way it goes, right?" 


Davey rolled his eyes and sighed. "Next time | suggest cards we're playing strip poker! It gets too serious when 
people play for money." 


"Oh, right Davey." Bruce said, once again glaring at Steve, "like he'd play it. He'd be too bloody embarrassed" 
"Fuck you! Id play!" 

Nicko's war whoop make them all jump. "Well then let's deal the cards!" 

Bruce leaned back, the smug grin firmly back in place. "Right, deal the cards!" 

Steve's face blanched. "Now?" 

Adrian groaned. "| think I'm cold, going to get a few more shirts and." 


"No adding clothes!" Davey was practically bouncing in his seat. "So, do shoes count as one or two? And socks? 


And does jewelry count as clothes?" 


Nicko gathered the cards and began to shuffle the deck. "Well, well, this is going to be an interesting game. 
Ready to play?" 


Steve shook his head. "Fuck..." 


First hand. 


Five card draw, jacks or better to open. 


Davey passed. Adrian passed. Nicko bet. Bruce bet. Steve saw the bet and raised. 

Davey and Adrian folded. Nicko hemmed and hawed, finally calling. Bruce didn't hesitate, calling immediately. 
Nicko took three, Bruce two, Steve two. 

Nicko checked. Bruce bet, Steve doubling the bet and grinning when Nicko threw in his hand. Bruce called. 
King, king, three, seven, ace. 

Queen, queen, five, four.. 

Bruce smirked. 

Queen 

Steve grinned at the loud curse and raked in the pot. 

Davey sighed. "So who?" 

Nicko shrugged out of his shirt. "Me and Bruce. We played the hand." 

Bruce unclasped his watch and laid it on the table. Steve rolled his eyes. 

Second hand. 

Davey won the pot, Nicko and Adrian gave up clothes. 

Third. 

This time it was just Bruce and Steve, building an impressive pot before Steve called him. 

Three of a kind. 

Full house. 

Steve flushed and added his watch to the pile. Bruce smirked. 

By the tenth hand, Davey was left in his briefs and his socks, Adrian in his pants and whatever he had on 
under them and Nicko, ever the one to be different, was down to his socks and shoes. His decision to remove 


his clothes before them had drawn groans, but as he sat there complaining mildly of the scratchy material of 
the cushion on his arse, they were able to ignore the fact that his cock was happily waving in the air. 


And Bruce and Steve had both lost their shirts. 


The next hand Davey and Nicko folded, the pot ending up going to Steve. Adrian sighed and dropped his pants, 


revealing nothing under them 
One was out. 

Bruce toed off his shoes. 

Next hand went to Nicko, Steve taking off his shoes while Davey lost his socks. 


Another hand to Steve, Davey taking off his briefs and swinging them on his finger before shooting them at a 
now blanket clad Adrian, resulting in a chase to the back of the bus. 


Steve and Bruce were so engrossed in the game they failed to notice they did not return. 


Nicko did, and decided he was going to have to end this a bit quicker and find out what they were up to. He 
threw the next two hands, ending up naked and disappearing behind the guitarists. 


Bruce and Steve stared at each other over their hands. Bruce had lost his socks and was left with only his 
jeans and what was under them. 


Steve still had his socks and jeans. 
Bruce dealt. 

Steve bet, Bruce called. 

Two for Steve, three for Bruce. 
Flush, queen high. 

Pairs of aces. 


Bruce stood and unfastened his jeans. Steve sat back, grinning, knowing that the singer was unlikely to have 
anything under them, resulting in a win Bruce pushed his jeans down, showing a pair of black briefs. Steve 


frowned and shook his head. 
And dealt the cards. 


Bet, raise, re-raise, call. 


Trip tens. 

Straight. 

Steve swore and took off his socks. 

Bruce noticed the light sheen of sweat on Steve's skin, correctly guessing that he was wearing nothing under 
his jeans. He was already trying to keep his cock in check, between the competition and the intensity of the 
man across from him it was becoming quite difficult to ignore the ache building in his balls. If he lost, he was 
not going to be able to hide the fact he was half hard, and even the thought of showing it off to Steve was 
only making it harder. 


Last hand. Steve nearly groaned in relief when he picked up his cards. He couldn't have asked for much better. 


Ace, queen, five, ace, ace. Trip aces. 

Bruce wasn't too pleased to see his. Three, seven, three, jack, rine. 

Steve took two. 

Bruce three. 

Steve sighed and looked at his hand. "Why not?" He shoved the pile in front of him into the pot. 
"Hang on! You have more money than | do!" 

Steve grinned. "Guess that means | win" 


"Not happening, mate! Tell you what, if you win, I'll." Bruce racked his brain, trying to come up with a suitable 
incentive. "I know! I'll bring you breakfast in bed at the hotel." 


Steve glanced at his cards. "So keep the money and that's what we bet? Loser bring the winner breakfast in 
bed?" 


Bruce nodded. "Naked" 

"Trying to kill me appetite?" Steve laughed. “Fine, naked” 

"Done! So what do you have?" 

"| hope you don't chill easily," Steve laughed. "Three aces" he said as he laid his cards on the table. 


Bruce tipped his head back and sighed. "Damn. All I've got are treys." He laid four cards on the table, showing 
trip threes and a jack. 


Steve snorted. "What's that?" 


Bruce couldn't have looked any more smug. "Oh this?" He waved the last card before leaning forward and laying 


it slowly next to the others. "That would be another trey." 
Steve paled, his eyes wide as he looked at the four of a kind. "Fuck!" 


Bruce snickered and got to his feet. "| won't even make you strip now. Just remember, | prefer tea and | like 


my eggs over easy.” 


Steve was still staring at the cards as Bruce picked up his jeans and pulled them on. Going back to his seat, he 
picked up his book and gave a hard rub to his cock. If things went well, he knew what he was going to have 
with his eggs, and it wasn't any meat that came from the kitchen 


Two days later and they were staying in town, the next day off and then another show at the same venue the 
night after that. Bruce reminded a scowling Steve of their bet, giving him his breakfast order before retiring 
to his room, spending a good part of the night trying not to wank at the thought of the next morning and the 
sight of their rather shy bassist serving him breakfast in bed. 


Naked. 

He had even given Steve the extra key to his room, ensuring he wouldn't have to get out of bed to open the 
door and could instead lie in wait. He had told him he'd call when he woke and was ready to eat, using the time 
before doing so to shower and ready himself. If his plans worked out, he didn't want to smell like a sweaty 
mess. At least not until after. He placed the call and then got back in bed, reclining against the pillows and 
keeping one knee bent to hide the tent in the sheet, his eyes constantly sliding to the door in anticipation 

A quiet tap on the door made him sit up, pulling both his knees up and resting his forearms on them as his 
cock jumped in anticipation. He heard the door open, then a quiet curse as crockery shifted just before the 
door shut, Steve appearing carrying a tray. 

And wearing a robe. 

"Hang on! That wasn't the bet!" 

Steve set the tray on the dresser, his face red. "You fink I'm gonna run down the hall naked?" 


"Why not?" Bruce shrugged, "I would." 


"Yer an arsehole though." Steve sighed and gave him a rather pained look. "I really have to do this naked?" 


Bruce nodded, grinning. With a long suffering sigh, Steve undid the belt of the robe, dropping his head to let the 
thick fall of hair cover his face. Shrugging it off, he tossed it onto the chair, his face even redder as he picked 
up the tray and carried it to the bed. "Just set it there." 

Steve set it next to Bruce's feet and turned to go, startled when Bruce caught his wrist. "Wot?" 


"You have to take the covers off so | can make sure it's right" 


Steve rolled his eyes but removed the covers, stacking them on the table next to the bed and fidgeting as 
Bruce looked over the tray. "Fer fuck's sake Bruce, it's wot you asked me to get" 


Bruce frowned and shook his head. "No, you're missing something." 
"I am not!" 

"Yes, Harry, you are. Where's the bangers?" 

"You didn't ask fer 'em!" 

"| didl" 

"You bludi well did not, Bruce!" 

"| bloody well did! How is that a proper breakfast without them?" 
"Well | guess yer gonna have to call and order some then" 


Bruce threw up his arms. "I figured you'd try to get out of the bet, but | at least thought you'd do this part 
right!" 


Steve snarled and turned to go, snatching his robe up on the way by. The sudden crash of Bruce's weight into 
his back slammed him into the wall, leaving him stunned as Bruce spun him around and pushed him back 
against it, stepping close enough to shove his face into Steve's. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"Me?" Steve shoved him back, the robe dropping to the floor. 


"Yes, youl” Bruce pushed him back into the wall again. "You need to take the fucking stick out of your arse 


sometimes, Harry!" 
"Fuck you, Bruce!" 


"Right! Fuck me!" Bruce snorted, bracing his hands on either side of Steve's shoulders. "And what if | said that 


was the whole idea of getting you here naked?" 
" Wof" 


"You heard me!" Bruce let his body sway forward, bringing his cock into contact with Steve's. "Were you so 
caught up in the game the other night you didn't understand what was going on?" 


Steve grunted, his head hitting the wall when he jerked at the contact. "Are you out of yer bludi mind?" 
"No Harry, lim not! And I'll be damned if.fuck it!" 


In one fluid move Bruce was on his knees with his hand around Steve's cock, lifting it and swirling his tongue 
over the head before sucking it onto his mouth. Steve cried out, his hands curling into fists, his head again 
slamming against the wall as the sudden wet heat sent a bolt of fire and a rush of blood to his groin, his cock 
jumping, swelling with every strong beat of his heart to thicken in Bruce's mouth. 


Nothing gentle or tender, just rough and demanding, Bruce's mouth and tongue greedy as they worked over his 
shaft, a rasp over the head before sucking him down to the root until his hands found their way to twist his 
fingers in Bruce's hair, his hips thrusting as he fucked the tight ring of Bruce's lips with harsh grunts and 
moans. Frustration, the forbidden ideas of previously secret desires laid bare as Bruce's fingers dug into his 
thighs, leaving marks that he would later wonder how to explain but now only making him buck harder, forcing 


his cock into the tight constriction of Bruce's throat. 


Bruce choked around him, trying to draw breath through his nose as Steve yanked his hair and cursed at the 
scrape of teeth. With a hard push back, Bruce pulled his mouth free and stared up at him, lips swollen from 
the battering of Steve's cock. "Fuck me." 


Steve nodded, pulling him to his feet and spinning them both around to slam Bruce's back to the wall, turning 
his head and letting his body crash forward as he kissed him hard, teeth clashing, the taste of blood shared as 
their tongues fought, hands grabbing and groping in the continued need for dominance. Somehow they staggered 
to the bed, the tray crashing to the floor as Bruce fell hard on his back, Steve coming down on top of him, 
their mouth still joined in a brutal kiss. 


Steve tore free, sliding his mouth down to the juncture of Bruce's shoulder and neck and biting the flesh, 
snarling a laugh when Bruce cried out and bucked up under him. Lifting himself, he dug his fingers into Bruce's 
hip and turned him onto his stomach, Bruce getting up on his knees and motioning toward the table. "In the 


drawer." 


Steve ripped it open, spying the bottle of lube. "Dirty bastard" Opening it with unsteady hands, he poured some 
on his fingers, closing it and dropping it beside Bruce's leg. Bruce spread his knees, dropping down onto his 
elbows as Steve worked a finger inside him, his groan muffled at the burn that ripped through him as his arse 
was roughly spread. A deep thrust and a curl and the pain faded as he pushed back, shuddering at the touch 


inside him. 


Steve moved closer, wrapping his other arms around Bruce's hip and taking hold of his cock, wanking him with 
firm slow strokes as he added a second finger, impatient to feel the soft gripping heat that enveloped his 
fingers around his cock, thrusting his fingers back and forth and turning his wrist to open the ring to allow 
him to enter the strong body that writhed under him. 


"Fuck Steve, just do it!" 


Steve pulled his fingers out, immediately grabbing his cock and holding it steady as he pushed inside with a 
slow, steady thrust of his hips, Bruce's head lifting as he moaned when the head stretched him wide, a shiver 
running through him when the flared edges made it past the tight muscle, the ring closing behind the head and 
clinging to the shaft as Steve ground his teeth and slowly sheathed himself in the burning clutch of Bruce's 
arse. He stopped, his balls pressed against him, holding a moment and letting Bruce adjust around him until 
Bruce whimpered and ground himself against Steve's groin, wanting more, his fingers digging into the bed as 
Steve drew back until he nearly slipped free. 


With a snap of his hips he slammed back inside, Bruce's howl of pleasure making him growl, his hips ramming 
back and forth, his hand roughly pulling and twisting Bruce's cock as they fucked each other in frantic need, 
the only sounds other than the slap of their bodies the groans and grunts that were jarred by the hard 
impact of their bodies. A base need, an animalistic rut with no goal but pleasure in mind, seeking relief in each 
other in a way that neither had thought would ever be, pent up desire and lust spilling over into a frenzied 
joining that had sweat slick bodies sliding together, breaths snatched between thrusts, hearts pounding in 
rhythm as the pace grew to a fever pitch, each furious stroke of Steve's cock into Bruce driving him through 
the calloused fingers that milked at his cock. 


A white hot haze that suddenly exploded into a burst of color in Bruce's mind as he screamed, his body 

arching under Steve as his cock throbbed, his come splashing down onto the bed as he jerked and writhed, his 
arse rippling and pulsing around Steve's cock, the roar in his head drowning out Steve's own cry of release as 
his seed filled Bruce's arse, his hips pounding his cock as deep as they could with each burst of come until he 


fell forward over Bruce's back, driving them both down on the mattress and lay in a heap of sweat and come. 
Groaning, Steve rolled, his cock leaving Bruce's arse with a soft sound, Bruce hissing as he pulled free. Laying 
flat on his back, Steve's eyes closed, his mind too shattered to think upon what had just happened. Bruce 
turned to lay on his side, facing him, watching to see what the reaction would be when the bassist regained his 
senses, hoping that his plan would not result in the two of them rolling around in a much different manner. 
"Bruce." 

"What?" 


"You planned this?" 


Bruce grinned, looking into narrowed brown eyes. "Yeah." 


"Dirty bastard." 

"Yeah, | am." 

"Bruce?" 

"What?" 

"Wouldn't it have been easy to just say something?" 

"Right! And have you kick my arse?" 

Steve rolled onto his side with a groan, propping his head on his had and staring at Bruce. "Yer an arse." 
"And you owe me breakfast." 

| brought yer breakfast!" 

"Its all over the floor!" 

"Well, thats not my fault!" 

Bruce sobered, reaching out and running his thumb over Steve's jaw. "So you're ok with this?" 


Steve shrugged. "I need a shower." Getting to his feet, he picked his robe up from the floor. "And I'm starving. 
And its yer turn to buy breakfast" 


Bruce grabbed a pillow and threw it at him as he ducked into the bathroom. "You didn't answer my question!" 
Steve stuck his head out of the bathroom and grinned. "I'm not kicking yer arse am |?" 


Bruce grinned and sat up, wincing. "Only figuratively, Harry." Laughing at the snort from the bathroom, he 
picked up the phone. Suddenly, he had quite an appetite. 


